CHAPTER XIV

THE NIGHT CLUB

** MAY I ask," said Shelton, as he and the youth came
out into the chilly street, " what it is you call the
' Den' ? "

His companion, smiling, answered :

" Oh, the night club. We take it in turns. Thurs-
day is my night. Would you like to come ? You see
a lot of types. It's only round the corner."

Shelton digested a momentary doubt, and answered :

" Yes, immensely."

They reached the corner house in an angle of a dismal
street, through the open door of which two men had
just gone in. Following, they ascended some wooden,
fresh-washed stairs, and entered a large boarded room
smelling of saw-dust, gas, stale coffee, and old clothes.
It was furnished with a bagatelle board, two or three
wooden tables, some wooden forms, and a wooden
book-case. Seated on these wooden chairs, or stand-
ing up, were youths, and older men of the working
class, who seemed to Shelton to be peculiarly dejected.
One was reading, one against the wall was drinking
coffee with a disillusioned air, two were playing chess,
and a group of four made a ceaseless clatter with the
bagatelle.

A little man in a dark suit, with a pale face, thin lips,
and deep-set, black-encircled eyes, who was obviously
in charge, came up with an anaemic smile.

" You're rather late," he said to Curly, and, looking
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